
traps 

saumm 

the escape 
wizard/ 
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tune in HOP HARRIGAN abc network 4-«mon.thru fri. 

Sapors i a^ss-v *3*£f[^^ 
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THEN HOW DO YOU ACCOUNT TITS SIMPLE.' THEVRE TIREP I 
FOR THE FACT THAT WE CAN'T 1 OF LOOKING AT THE SAME 
PULL ENOUGH PEOPLE IN TO / OLD ACTS.' WE HAVENT 
MAKE IT WORTH WHILE ^L HAD A NEW ACT IN AN AGE£j 

PUTTING ON A 

PERFORMANCE! 
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CRAWLING SNAKE.' 
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CLAP TO OBLIGE, 
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WHO IS THAT 

recuuAz- 

LOOKING 

PERSON? 
DO NOT 
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Back to the table of gifts, where... 



I HAVENT TAKEN 
MY EYES OFF OF 
THAT JEWEL.' 
YOUR MYSTERY 
MAN PIPN'T 
EVEN COME 
NEAR IT. 




fflf.S - 
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OH- OH! 
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fH£ USED THESE >< 

I stooges to break 

Ol/Tf THEN, WHEN 

THEY WERE USELESS, 

ME K/U£D THEM.' 

BUT WHERE DID 

HE GO? 
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LOOK,MARMOT—S r r KNOW "^ 
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The most remote part 
of the Tier section ... 



/AND I CAM GIVE THE 
BRIGHT USHTS A 
WHIRL.' HAVEN'T 
SEEN NO NIGHT 
LIFE SINCE LILLIAN 
RUSSELL WAS A 
SOUBRETTE 
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A PAIR OF^ 
HANDCUFFS' 
FOK LONE- 
SOME 



you outswam 
our patrol 
launch, quick- 
silver: what 

GOES ON" 




since you're ready to ] 
confess, you'll 
probably beat 
the chair, 
lonesome; ] 

GET ONLY 
LIFE 

IMPRISON- 
MENT! 
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WHEN WE CAMS 
IN, I COULD ONLV 
SEE ABOUT THREE 
OR FOUR STABS 
SHINING.' 
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BUT THOSE BIO SUNS MAY HAVE PLANETS 
NEAR THEM, JUST LIKE THE PLANETS OFOUR 1 
SOLAR SYSTEM - SUCH AS MERCURY, 
SATURN, MARS AND THE OTHERS/ 
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' YES, MISS "\ 
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fHO- HMMM.' ALMOST OVER- ^N 
| AMD FROM THE LOOKS OF THAT 
<X I'D SAY MONK WAS AS 




I AGREE, DRAKE/ THAT 
LOOKS UKEAN HONESTDVW 
AND THE EVIDENCE AGAINST 
MONK IS AIRTIGHT THIS irf 

TIME.' n> ■ *® 

600D THIN6-' ] 

THAT GOON HAS-* 

DONE MORETHAN 

HIS SHARE OF 

KILLING AND ROBBING 

THIS TOWN.'! 




NO.' IT CANT BE 

TRUE.' TH-THEV ■< 
. WOULDNT PARE ... 
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r I \«A5 RIGHT. 1 THEWE SNATCHED 
MRS ANDERSON - AND HAD QUITE * 
STRUGGLE DOINS IT.'J IF MONKS 
CONVICTED. SHE1-L NEVER COME 
HOME ' 



r THIS IS A TOO FOR THE WHISTLER 
rvE GOT TO FIND HER BEFORE 
MORNING WHEN THE.3URy GOFS 
INTO SESSION .'.' 
^7 
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BANDITOS 



¥T was only a ramshackle hut, 
■*■ a hundred yards off the road, 
but it looked like heaven to Till 
Gordon, the man the law sought 
for a theft he didn't comriiit. 

Till stumbled toward the shack 
and entered. The opening had no 
door. He found a pile of straw 
in a dark corner and slumped 
down. His feet were blistered, sore. 
He was hot and hungry, but more 
than that he was tired. For the 
last five days he had been on the 
dodge. He knew the lawman and 
his posse would not listen to his 
story. Till wasn't very well liked 
in the town of Red Valley. 

"I'm an outlaw," he said to 
himself, hating the sound of the 
words. "The law is after my hair. 
Gosh, if I'd really stuck up the 
bank it wouldn't be so bad, but 
this— this— " He let the sentence 
hang there; it was so ugly and 
frightening. Oullaw. On the dodge. 
Oh, what shame! What was his 
poor old mother thinking of him 
now? She would not know the 
real truth. The town thought him 
guilty. 

Till lay^back and felt the de- 
licious ease of the reclining posi- 
tion. He was dog tired. How his 
head throbbed! 

He must have dozed a bh\ But 
the few days of his chase had 
grafted into his brain something 
of the instincts of the wild, bunted 
thing. He sat up with a start. He 
had heard a sound. 'A dull, muted 
throbbing. Horses' hoofs beating 
the hard sod. Horsemen were com- 
ing! The posse, of course. And 
Sheriff Link Holcomb, who had 
hated his father — Till's father. 

Till scrambled to his feet, al- 
most crying out with the pain in 
his feet. His brain reeled a bit 
from the sudden movement, and 
dark specks zipped across bis blur- 
red vision. He was about all in. 
And now here came doom! 

The sound of the galloping 



hoofs grew plainer. Till dashed . 
out of the shack, around the cor- 
ner from the front, and hid in 
a clump of mesquite about fifteen 
feet away from the back of the 
shack. Soon he saw six horsemen 
gallop up to the front and dis- 
mount. They all entered the shack. 
He could hear them talking, but 
could not make out what they 
said. He sat qiuetly, hoping they 
would leave soon. 

Then two men came outside and 
led the horses to a sheltered clear- 
ing close to where Till hid. They 
spoke to each other in low voices. 

"What's got into ole Boomer?" 
one of them asked. "Actin' like 
he hated the passel of us." 

"Oh, he's on one of his uppily- 
uppities," said the other. "Don't 
pay no mind to ole Boomer." 

They settled down and Till 
heard them get out the "makings". 
A match scratched. Then for a 
moment there was silence. Till 
wondered how long this would go 
on. He wanted to stretch his legs; 
he was crouched in a cramped 
position. His legs ached. 

One of the nearby spoke again: 
"Any chance that Boomerjll try 
to cut us out, y'think?" 

The other chuckled. "Let him 
try it, Boze, an' see what your 
little pard does about it. Naw. 
Ole Boomer won't try none o\ 
that stuff." 

"Wonder what become o' the 
kid they're chasin'?" went on one 
of the outlaws. For by now Till 
knew them for what they were. 
"Must be pretty slick to keep outa 
sight this long, with ole Link Hol- 
comb on his trail" 

"Yeah. 'At was a good stunt of 
Boomer's shoviif - the blame onto 
that punk kid. Haw-haw!" 

Till felt himself stiffen. The 
dirty rats! So they were the ones 
who had robbed the bank at Red 
Valley, and then blamed him for 



it. He almost betrayed his posi- * 
tion in his agitation. But he caught 
himself. He was unarmed; these 
men would be bristling with guns- 

An abrupt sound of loud talk- 
ing broke through the outlaws' 
conversation. Till cocked an ear. 
The noisy argument emanated 
from the shack. Suddenly there 
were two shots in rapid succes- 
sion. Then silence. The two chaps 
holding the horses got quickly to 
their feet and one of them ran 
toward the shack. 

The other outlaw stood tense, 
wailing. The first man came run- 

"Ole Boomer an' Mac done 
themselves in," he reported. "Ole 
Boomer's still ' alive, but he's a 
goner. Mac's got the top o' his 
cabeza blowed off. Come on, 
Hick." 

Hick and the other hurried to- 
ward the shack. Till could hear no 
further conversation. The two men 
soon came out of the shack and 
headed toward the horses. They 
began untying the saddle bags, 
which obviously were full of some- 
thing mighty heavy. They stacked 
them in a heap. Till knew what 
was in those bags — money. Mon- 
ey from the bank the outlaws had 
robbed, and then put the blame 
on him! 

The men carried the saddle bags 
into the shack, but came out quick- 
ly, got on their horses and rode, 
leading the mustangs belonging to 
the dead men. This was Till's 
chance. He-got up and ran or the 
shack, ducked inside. He instantly 
saw that the pile of straw was 
the hiding place of the loot. 

What was he to do? He'd have 
to bury the money somewhere and 
then set out for town to report 
his discovery to the authorities, 
and clear his own name. 

Till felt very happy the way 
things had turned out. More than 
anything else, he knew how over- 



joyed his mother would be to 
know that her son was not an out- 
law. Then into his pleasant an- 
ticipations came the sound of gal- 
loping horsee. The outlaws were 
returning. What was he to do? 
He was trapped in the shack, with 
no place to hide, and only one 
door and no windows. 

He leaped for the fireplace and 
began crawling up the chimney. 
ft was a ti^ht squeeze, but he man- 
aged to draw his slight body up- 
ward far enough that his feet 
would not show below. The soot 
choked him and there was a mo- 
ment when his desire to sneeze 
became torture, but he smothered 
it. 

He heard the men dismount 
and enter the shack. He could not 
hear their conversation, but he 
knew that they were going to hide 
the money in a better place. 

Twenty mintes passed while he 
clung to the inside of that stifling 
chimney, wishing the outlaws 
would get going. Suddenly he felt 
a hotter air coming up. They had 
lighted a fire below! He would be 
roasted alive. The hot blast rush- 
ed up, singeing his legs and face. 
Till prayed fast. And then he 
heard the sound of horses gal- 
loping away. 

Carefully he lowered himself 
and jumped out of the fireplace. 
The fire had been only momentary 
— a bunch of papers, which were 

The outlaws were gone. 
Till gave the shack a good look- 
ing over, geeing that the heap of 
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straw had not been disturbed. The 
men must have burned some in- 
criminating evidence along with, 
the newspapers. That had been 
the reason for the fire. 

Well, there was nothing else to 
detain him. He left the shack and 
headed toward town, which was 
about five miles distant. His feet 
were in better condition by now, 
and he covered the miles at a 
fast pace, keeping to the shelter of 
bushes along the road. 

It was nearly sunset when he 
entered the single street of the 
town. Few persons were in sight. 
He went directly to the sheriffs 
office. The sheriff was absent, but 
a young deputy, instantly recog- 
nizing him, drew his gun and 
jumped to his feet ! 

"Till!" he shouted. "So you 
came in to give yourself up. That's 
better. We'd have got you sooner 

• Till found his voice. "No," he 
said. "I didn't do it. I can prove 
it. Boomer's gang did it. 1 know 
where they buried the money. 
Where's the sheriff?" 

A bunch of horsemen rode up 
and slid to a halt outside. Then 
the sheriff was filling the door- 
way, and his men crowded be- 
hind him. Till told his story. The 
sheriff listened, but was not con- 

"AH right, Till," he said gruff, 
ly. "Mebbe you're tellin' the 
truth, an' mebbe you ain't. Fork 
a cayuse out there and head fer 
the shack. But no funny stuff. 
We'll be coverin' ya!" 



Till grinned as he climbed into 
the saddle. Then he looked at 
the sheriff. "Would it be all right 
if I stopped off and told my moth- 
er? She must be worried." 

The sheriff scratched his head. 
TherK he drawled, "Okay, son. I'll 
go in with ya, so's you don't get 
n» notions. Lead on!" 

Till spent only a few minutes 
with his mother, who was greatly 
relieved and showed her emotions 
though the sheriff stood looking 
on. Then they were off toward 
the shack. 

The two dead men still lay 
where they had fallen. Till went 
to the straw heap and kicked it. 
He gasped. There was only straw. 
The money was gone! 

The 'sheriff snorted. "Uh-huh. 
How about it, young feller? Ain't 
where you thought it'd be, huh?" 

A sudden idea struck Till. He 
ran to the fireplace and kicked 
away the burned papers. Several 
loose stones were revealed. He lift- 
ed one, then took the others out. 
The saddle bags with their loot 
were buried there. He dragged 
them out. 

"They almost caught me here 
and I climbed up the chimney," 
he related. "Never figured they 
were burying the money. . . . 
Well, now do you believe me?" 

"Okay, Till, you're clear," the 
sheriff said. "I know you wasn't 
packin' no gun an' couldn't *a 
kilt these ornery hombres. Come 
on, boy. They's a nice reward fer 
these skunks waitin' fer ya." 
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IN tie long and tea now ended . 

DESTROYER 171, the fighting U.S.S. PAWNEE, 
played an "heroic role — 

Only I > -awaited 

Victory,;; :ilant battle 

Although wounded ; she will sail agiin.' 

DKTJ?oy£K r/ i er brave 

ship, will '■ jet, will do 

her share which she so 

courageously helped to •win/ • 





MAN THE GUNS.' 
START CIRCLING 
TO PIN DOWN 
THAT JAP. 
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f HARP EIGHT KUPPEE.' 

*~7 WE'RE BEAEING c 

l^JOWN OH HER.' J 
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stanp by your 
suns; that 

PISBOAT 
COME UP 
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THE SUB'S MAKING HER LAST PIVE7 
BUT THE PAWNEE WILL GO DOWN 
WITH HER ! WE CAN'T LIVE 
THROUGH A RAMMING 
LIKE THAT.' 
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Intellectual 
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^5uT PON'T BE\ 
f AFRAIP, WILBUR.' \ / 
[THERE'S NOTHING 1/ 
1 TO FEAR IN AN 1/ . 
Iempty HOUSE/ J> " 
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I Will Show You How to 




KNOW fLM>\Q-0/«t Success 

I Will Train You at Home -SAMPLE LESSON FREE 



Send coupon for FREE Sample 
Lesson, "Getting Acquainted 
with Receiver Servicing," and 
FREE 64-page book, "Win Rich 
Rewards in Radio." See how 
N.R.I, trains you at home. Read 
how you practice building, test- 
ing, repairing Radios with SIX 
BIG KITS of Radio parts I 
send you. 
Future for Trained Men is BriEht 

The fRadio Repair business 



Trained 
Radio Technicians also find wide- 
open opportunities in Police, 
Aviation, Marine Radio, in 



Think of the boom coming i 
that new Radios can be made! 
Think of even greater opportuni- 
ties when Television and Elec- 
tronics are available to the public! 
Many Beginners Soon Make SS. $10 



My C. 

FREQUENCY 





' OTHER ^8 

PRIZES 

FOR YOU 

BIG PRIZE BOOK 

CROQUET SET 

GENE AUTRY GUITAR 

FLASHLIGHT 

KITCHENWARE 

DISHES 

BOXING GLOVES 

ARCHERY SET 
TRAVELING CASE 

fc GAMES & 



GET YOUR PRIZE THIS EASY WAY | 

Most prizes shown above and dozens of others in our , 
Big Prize Book are given WITHOUT COST for selling only 
one 40-pack order of American Vegetable and Flower 
Seeds at 10c per large pack. Some of the bigger prizes 
require extra money, as stated. 

Everybody wants American Seeds-they're fresh and J 
ready to grow. You'H sell them quickly and get your prize 
at once, or, if you prefer, fake one-third cash commission 
on all seeds sold. GET BUSY-send coupon today for free 
prize book and seeds. OUR 28th YEAR I 



AMERICAN SEED CO., INC., 
[ DEPT. 520 LANCASTER, PA. 

Please send the BIG PRIZE BOOK and 
I 40 packs of Vegetable and Flows. 

Seeds. I will resell them at 10c each, 
| send you the money promptly, and get 



